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The End 


Author's Notes: 
This is a one-shot. 


The phone rang. The sound cut through the silence of the house like a knife. He just about jumped out of his 
skin His eyes scanned over the caller ID. 
Private number. 


He'd been dodging calls for days. He didn't want to discuss it. 


Private number. He read again. In his heart of hearts he knew who it was, but curiosity got the better of him. 
He picked up the receiver and held it to his ear. 
"Hello?" his voice quivered. 


"YOU'RE SUING ME!" 


He forced the phone away from his ear, a knee jerk reaction to the scream. It was Dave. He'd dodged this call 


a thousand times before but now it was time to face the music. 


‘lm sorry but yeah, | am," he said softly. 
"What the fuck man! After how many years, you're making this about fucking money!" 


Straight to the point. Dave was out for blood. 


"Its not about the money," Junior tried. Dave just laughed. 
"I'm here in rehab-" 

"Again," Junior shot under his breath. 

"What the fuck is that supposed to mean?" 


"You know what it means." 


He could hear Dave breathing hard on the other line, he was like a bull trapped behind a fence and Junior was 


dressed all in red. 


"Ie fucked my hand, she's left me, and now you're suing me." 

Junior said nothing. 

"| may as well fucking neck myself." 

Again, Junior said nothing. He had danced this dance with Dave before. Rehab, I'm leaving, you're fired, l'm just 
going to off myself - Dave was the master of this. 

"Are you even fucking listening?" 

"Yes, lm still here Dave." 

He stood in the empty kitchen of the home they had once shared. It had been a while since they were both in 
that place. It seemed that Dave had been gone a really long time. He'd left Junior to pick up the pieces, once 
again, as he went off to rehab to try and get well, again. 

“After all we've been through, you're suing me." 

It sounded like Dave was walking, pacing maybe, he never could sit still. Least of all when he was coming down. 
Junior figured he probably would have relapsed at the news, but he couldn't live with that guilt. Dave was his 
own man, he had to make his own choices, Junior couldn't prop him up any longer. 

"Well my lawyers said-" 


"That's weak David. That you'd go to bunch of dirty suits before talking to me." 


Dave always had a way with words, a way of cutting him right to the core. Junior sighed and rubbed his 
temples, the phone still pressed to his ear. 

"Did you ever get in a fight to protect me? No, but | did for you. Did you ever loan my parents money? No, 
but | did for you," Dave shot down the line. 

"I know," Junior conceded, wondering why he'd picked up the phone at all 

‘I've always been there for you, always. And you've never been there for me," Dave continued. He was cutting 
Junior right to the bone. 

‘lm sorry," Junior was admitting defeat. This was how it had always been, Dave would bite and Junior would 
give in. 

"Bit late for sorry when you're trying to extort millions of dollars from my kids pockets," Dave was being 
dramatic, but it was working. Junior's stomach churned, he could hear the blood rushing in his ears. 


"Cause you don't have enough,” Junior muttered under his breath. 


He could hear Dave pacing around on the other line again. He grumbled under breath and kicked something. Like 
a bull in a cage and Junior was dangling a big red flag right under his nose. 

"Yes, your family, your children, who you care for so deeply, has she ever asked where you go at night? Has 
she ever asked about the pictures? The video? We were the worst kept secret this side of the sun," Junior 
said finding his voice. It was Dave's turn to say nothing. 

"That's what | thought" 

He leant against the pantry door. The cupboards were bare, he'd cleared them out, there was no need for this 


place any more. The lawyers had advised against keeping it. 


"You know why | never told her, it'd break her," Dave said quietly. Junior grunted. Like he actually gave a damn 
about her. 


"| have to do this Dave," Junior said after a few moments silence. 

"But why? If it's money you want, then I'll just give it to you, take what you want," Dave sounded as though he 
was almost begging, there was a sad desperation in his voice. 

‘Its not about the money,” Junior replied. 


"Then what? What can | do? | don't want to lose you," now he was begging. 


Junior sighed and rubbed his temples again. 
"Dave?" 
"Yeah?" 


"I'm already gore." 


He heard Dave yell something inaudible as he hung the phone up. His breath hissed and his chest felt like it 
was collapsing. It had been the phone call he had been avoiding all along. And now it was done. He knew Dave, 
there was no coming back from this. He threw the phone to the floor and kicked it across the tiles, the cord 
ripped from the wall. He sunk to the floor, head in hands, and he cried. For all that they had shared, they had 
now lost. For all that they had given each other, he had now destroyed. There was no turning back. He'd closed 
the door. And now he had to live with that choice. 


A life, without Dave. 


